Lying At The Bottom Of The Sky 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 


Bands: Alice in Chains, The Dillinger Escape Plan 


Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Greg Puciato 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri Jun 30 2023 21:06:31 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


"| figured while everything was quiet, I'd finally get the roof fixed," Jerry explained after he 


returned from letting the contractors in. 


| watched through the window as two men worked to set up scaffolding on the patio between the 
house and the pool. "Cool." 


We'd been working in his spare bedroom studio on a couple new songs Jerry was doing for his solo 


project. When the contractor called Jerry to open the gate, we decided to take a break for lunch. 


And then we went right back to work, fiddling around with this sick riff he came up with until well 
after the contractors left for the day. 


"You look beat. You wanna just crash here? Plenty of room." Jerry glanced at the open door as he 


turned off his computer. 


| laughed. "That bad, huh?" | ran my hand over the scruff | hadn't shaved off since the lockdown 


started a month ago. 


"Nah, not bad at all. Just ..tired" He smiled and our eyes locked. He held my stare for a moment 
before he dropped his gaze to the floor. "I mean totally up to you. Stay, go whatever." 


I'd been getting these kinds of vibes from him for a while now. "I'll stay," | began. "But you better 


keep your damn hands to yourself, Cantrell" | grinned and pointed at him. 
He froze. "|." Then he matched my grin and held up his hands. "No promises." 


Jerry made me dinner, in addition to the lunch we had earlier. He grilled two steaks and | swear | 


never had a better t-bone than the one he fed me. 


"You know, a guy could get fuckin’ used to this," | teased as | sat back in the patio chair and 
rubbed my stomach. | watched his eyes dart right to my hands as they slid up and down, dragging 
my t-shirt up with them. 


"Know what you mean." 


My cheeks grew warm as | shook my head. "I'll clean up." And | stood up, pushing the chair back as 
| picked up my plate and his. As | walked past the scaffolding, | looked up. "Big job?" 


"Nah," Jerry said. | glanced back to notice him right behind me. "Just a few tiles broke from that 


hail storm we had about a year and a half ago." 
"| remember that. People lost their damn minds." | chuckled as | stepped into the kitchen 


While | loaded the dishwasher, Jerry cleaned off the island and put things back in the fridge. | 
leaned over to put a plate in the dishwasher just as he stepped up behind me and leaned to the 
side to drop something else into the sink We bumped into each other and Jerry hissed. | spun 


around and was nose to chest with him. "What?" 


"Shit, Greg. I'm sorry." His hands were on my forearms and he used them to push himself back a 


couple inches. "| had that knife .. didn't Sorry." 
| stared up at him. "No problem. l'm good." 


His eyes flashed and he looked down at his hands still on my arms. | held my breath. Finally, he 


pulled them away and gave me a little grin 


| used the bedroom next to his makeshift studio and the moment | stretched out on the bed, my 
body thanked me. | didn't realize how tense | was. But | just laid there, on top of the thick, 


expensive duvet Jerry had on the bed. Any normal person would sink into this bed and get the 
best night's sleep of their life. | was wide awake, staring at the ceiling, thinking about Jerry's hands 
on me, his eyes boring into me, his smile. 

"Fuck", | groaned and shifted on my side, staring out the window. | remembered the scaffolding. 
The cats followed me outside and circled the scaffolding as | started to climb it. Probably a dumb 
idea to climb this shit with my bare feet and wearing only my shorts but whatever. With my 
phone between my teeth, thinking | could capture some great shots from Jerry's roof, | climbed 
up to the top of the scaffolding and then cautiously stepped onto the curved terra cotta tiles. | 
started to slip and quickly stepped back onto the plank that spanned the scaffolding. | tried again, 
this time bending over to use my hands as well as my feet to climb to the peak in the roofline. | 
sat down, straddling it like | was on a horse and took my phone out of my mouth, where | was 
biting down on it. 

The view up here was amazing and | snapped a photo in every direction Because of the lockdown, 
the city lights were minimal and | could actually see a few stars above me when | tilted my head 
back. One of the tunes | had hummed into my phone a few days ago came to mind and | played it 
back. 


"we're lying at the bottom of the sky.." | murmured and quickly opened the Notes app and typed 
that in. 


"Greg?" Jerry down on the ground. The cats gave me away. 

"Yeah, up here." | called back. 

"The fuck you doing up there?" 

"There are no lights. | can see everything." 

"Come down before you bust your ass." 

"Come up," | chuckled. | heard him grab onto the scaffolding. "Jesus Christ, be careful, old man" 
‘Old. Man. My. Ass," he grunted out each time he took a step up. 

He made it up to the plank and | grinned. "Get down What are you thinking?" 

"lts gorgeous up here and | couldn't fall asleep. Found a phrase to use on one of the songs." 


"Great. Come down" 


"Come up." 
He cursed again but started up the tiles on his hands and bare feet. That's when | noticed he, too, 
was only wearing his shorts. He slowly moved to straddle the peak as well, sitting close enough to 


me that our knees bumped together. "You're out of your fuckin’ mind. You know that, right?" 


| nodded and then trained my gaze back on the sky above us. "Look When's the last time you saw 
all those stars? The night's full” 


"Stars, shmars." 

‘Its pretty awesome." 

"ll take your word for it" 

| brought my gaze back to him. "Just look up." 

"I'd rather look at you." 

Was he joking? | laughed under my breath and shook my head. 
"Why do you think | climbed all the way up here? To look at stars? Big deal." 
‘Jer, come on" | gave his bare chest a playful shove. 

He grabbed my arm. "Sing me that phrase." 

"What? No. It's just a few words." 

"Sing it anyway. | wanna hear it." 


| scooched a little closer, letting my knees slide inside of his. Very softly, | sang the melody and 
the line, "We're lying at the bottom of the sky...” 


He closed his eyes and smiled. "More." 


As | kept my gaze fixed on his face, more words sprang forth. "You're too close but | can't go.." | 


leaned forward and brushed my lips against his. 


He kept his hand clamped around my wrist while his other one cupped the back of my head. 
Jerry's lips parted and his tongue pushed its way between my lips. | moved a little closer again as 
my tongue twisted with his. 


"Can we get down from here now? Please?" He whispered against my lips. 
"Not until you look at the stars." 


His eyes flickered open. "I am." 


"Cheesy," | said as | kept my phone in one hand and placed them both on the tile between us to 


lean closer. | kissed him again. 
"We really should get down," he purred. "So we can go to my bed’ 


"Why didn't you say that in the first place?" 


